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their names scratched out of the warrant; as to Huncks, he re-
fused to write or sign the order to the executioner. This dispute
occurred just before the execution took place. Huncks was one
of the officers who guarded the king on his trial, and had been
chosen for that purpose as the most furious of his foes; he had,
like Tomlinson, become wholly altered from the result of his per-
sonal observations. Colonel Axtel and colonel Hewson had, the
preceding night, convened a meeting of thirty-eight stout ser-
geants of the army, to whom they proposed, that whosoever
among them would aid the hangman in disguise, should have
100Z. and rapid promotion in the army. Each one separately
refused, with disgust. Late on the morning of the execution,
colonel Hewson prevailed on a sergeant in his regiment, one
Hulet, to undertake.the detestable office; and while this business
was in progress, Elisha Axtel, brother of the colonel, went by
water to Rosemary lane, beyond the Tower, and dragged from
thence the reluctant hangman, Gregory Brandon, who was, by
threats and the promise of 30iL in half-crowns, induced to strike
the blow. The disguises of the executioners were hideous, and
must have been imposed for the purpose of trying the firmness of
the royal victim. They wore coarse woollen garbs buttoned close
to the body, which was the costume of butchers at that era.
Hulet added a long grey peruke, and a black mask, with a large
grey beard affixed to it. Gregory Brandon wore a black mask,
a black peruke, and a large flapped black hat, looped up in front.
It was past one o'clock before the grisly attendants and appa-
ratus of the scaffold were ready. Colonel Hacker led the king
through his former banqueting-hall, one of the windows of which
had originally been contrived to support stands for public page-
antries ; it had been taken out, and led to the platform raised ia
the street. The noble bearing of the king as he stepped on the
scaffold* his beaming eyes and high expression, were noticed by
all who saw him. He looked on all sides for his people, but dense
masses of soldiery only presented themselves far and near. He
was out of healing of any persons but Juxon and Herbert, save
those who were interested in his destruction. The soldiers pre-
served a dead silence; this time they did not insult him. The
distant populace wept, and occasionally raised mournful cries in
blessings and prayers for him. The king uttered a short speech,
to point out that every institute of the original constitution of
England had been subverted with the sovereign power. While he
was speaking, some ono touched the axe, which laid enveloped ia
"black crape on the block. The king turned round hastily, and
exclaimed, "Have a care of the axe. If the edge is spoiled, it